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It was a bad moment in Manya's life. She said
she was afraid she was catching stupidity from
her pupils, which is a fear that comes to many
teachers. Her great dreams seemed foolish. "The
only dream I have now/' she wrote, "is to have a
corner of my own where I can live with my
father. To get a little independence and a home,
I would give half my life. If by any possibility
I can leave Z—s, which does not seem very likely,
I will get a post in a boarding school in Warsaw
and earn a little extra by private lessons. That's
all I hope for. Life isn't worth bothering so much
about." It was, indeed, a bad moment. But a
novel called On the Banks of the Niemen fortu-
nately reminded her that ideas like that were not
the real Many a. "Where have my dreams gone?"
she wrote to Bronia. "I wanted to work for the
people, and I have scarcely been able to teacK a
dozen village boys and girls to read. As to
awakening in them a thought of what they are
and of what they might do in the world! You
couldn't dream of such a thing. Life is hard. I
am becoming so mean, so common. Then sud-
denly a book like this novel gives me a shock and
I am miserable about it all." At the same time she
wrote to her cousin: "I am in a black humour, for
our daily company are frightful west winds,
seasoned with rain, floods and mud. There's not
a thought of frost and my skates hang sadly in
the wardrobe. Perhaps you don't know that in
our small hole frost and its advantages are as
important as a debate between Conservatives and

